endeavoured to keep the people out with his other arm.
It was a ten-franc pourboire well expended, for we got
corner seats and were able to pull down the window for
a few minutes before starting. There were eleven of us
in the voiture as the train groaned its way out of the
station, and the corridors outside were filled with a
seething crowd.
At twelve o'clock we arrived at Cerbere, the frontier
town. Here I was fortunate enough to secure a porter,
who carried our belongings into a huge barn, dignified by
the name of restaurant. Luncheon was prepared at one
long table, and an American Express man took us tem-
porarily in charge, found us places and himself helped to
serve a lunch of which I will make no mention. After the
repast we stood by our bags for an hour, waiting for the
Customs officers to stroll in from their obviously more
sumptuous meal. I have had my luggage examined at
most of the douanes in Europe at some period in my life,
but I have never known such a foul and rigorous examina-
tion. My wife and the maid, barely enclosed by dilapi-
dated screens, had practically the whole of their clothing
removed. I myself was left with nothing on but my
socks and shirt, my money was pounced upon, some of
my most harmless toilet articles confiscated, after which I
was ordered to dress hurriedly and come to the inspector.
With all my care I seemed to have offended in some way
against the regulations; a little crowd of people took part
in the argument about me in a stuffy office, and it appeared
from what I could gather and the unexpected arrival of
two gendarmes that my next resting-place was to be the
local prison. In the end, however, tie uproar was quelled
by the ringing of a bell from the station platform. In less
than half a minute the whole meeting was broken up, and
I left the American Express man still in fierce confabulation
with the inspector, the latter of whom had completely
changed his attitude. I was surrounded by a very small
but friendly crowd of four ; each explained to me in his
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